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remembrance of tailors, comes out stronger than in
all the others. Lothair is falser even than Vivian
Grey, and Lady Corisande, the daughter of the Duchess,
more inane, and unwomanlikc than Venetia or Henri-
etta Temple, it is the very bathos of story-tolling.
I have often lamented, and have as often excused to
myself, that laek of public judgment which enables
readers to put up with had work because it comes
from good or from lofty hands, 1 never felt the feeling
so strongly, or was HO little able to excuse it, as when
a portion of the reading public received Lotlwlr witli
satisfaction* of tuS                        ^
